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I went up to the  first  floor.    The salons are    very especially the ball-room; a piano was placed there   only terday.
I played; Poor Kapitanenko made despairing gestures to prevent Paul from talking.
"Heavens!" exclaimed the good man, "I forget as I listetl that I have rusticated in the provinces the last six years. I live again!"
I did not play well to-night; I often slurred my work; and yet, there are things which I don't play badly. I5ut it made no difference; I knew that poor Kapitanenko was sincere, and the pleasure that I gave him gave me pleasure also.
Kapitanenko was on my left, Eristoff and Paul "behind, and Gritz in front of me listening to me with a deligtited countenance; I did not see the rest.
When I had finished " Le Ruisseau," they all kissed my hand.
Papa, lying upon a sofa, dozed. The princess se\ved without saying anything, but she is a good woman.
I breathe freely, I am in my father's house, my father is one of the head of the government, and I have neitfoer lack of respect nor frivolity to fear.
At 10 o'clock, papa gave the signal for retiring;, confiding to Paul's care the young men, who are all lodged in the red house with him.
I said to my father: "When I go away again, you will come with me."
" I will think of it; yes, perhaps."
I was satisfied; there was a pause, then they spoke of something else, and when he retired, I went to the princess'room to remain a quarter of an hour with her.
I have asked my father to invite Uncle Alexander here, arid he has written him a very pleasant letter.
What is your opinion of me?
I say that I am an angel, provided God continues to be good,nowledge which made M~ 'H eyes and mouth open still more.
